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fctiott of subterraneous currents, present scenes, in which 
the imagination can expatiate at pleasure in the discovery 
*f ever-varying combinations of the romantic and sublime. 
Whether examined by the_ dim glimpses of the day that 
glimmers through the winding passages, or illuminated by 
the artificial blaze of torches, the varieties of tint, and the 
grotesque conformation o£ structure, while they excite 
new emotions of wonder in the admirer of nature, seem 
to set the artist's powers of imitation at defiance. This 
region of the work of nature is still an un wrought mine of 
new and inexhaustible riches. 

<* To do justice to scenery so varied, and so dependent 
for due appreciation on its characteristics as well of colour 
as of form, it is evident, that nothing but a series of tinted 
illustrations, sufficiently comprehensive to embrace all the 
features of the subject, and vivid enough m rich colouring 
to give expression to all the peculiarities of their unique 
aspect, can be effectual." 

THE VOW. 
I saw him in the splendid crowd 

The gayest form was there; 
And voices whispered round Ms name 

Like music on the air : 
His stately step and noble brow 

Full many a heart had gained s 
And quicker throbbed the loveliest breast 

His notice that obtained. 
Fortune had crowned her favourite, 

And far the trump of Fame 
Had echoed round a listening world 

The hero's honoured name; 
And over his triumphant way 

The richest no wers were strown, 
While incense breathed through ev'ry air 

In sunlight o'er him thrown. 
i*nd seemed he to the many 

An orb whose glorious way 
Was cast, where not a cloud inight come 

To shadow o'er its ray. 
So seemed he to the rnany: 

But t marked liim when alone— 
He deemed no human eye was near, 

And that mask away was thrown. 
Qh ! then his bosom seemed to 'Writhe 

Beneath some withering power, 
By fatal memory conjured up 

To haunt that shadowy hour. 

He stands by his ancestral halls, 

In the same greenwood shade 
Where boyhood's joyous spirit once 

A Paradise had made — 
Where Hope's bright dreams around his soul 

In dawning sunshine broke, 
And kindling with her glorious beams, 

First love within him woke. 
Yet, wherefore doth the warrior start 

As falls the twilight hour, 
And turn away, with hurried step, 

From out the quiet bower ? 
There's nought but music in the breeze, 

As it murmurs faintly by, 
And wakes, with love-instilling breath, 

The rose's fragrant sigh. 
Oh ! in that bower— that very bower- 
He once had breathed a vow . 
With rapture it was heard— believed — 

And is it broken now? 
The full round moon was shining down 

Upon the quiet bay, 
And hushed beneath her silver light 

The lovely landscape lay. 
All nature seemed as if she breathed 

In one enchanted strain, 
And throbbed no other pulse but Love's 

Throughout her wild domain. 
Aye, *twas in such a Vitching hour 

In earlier years he stood. 



And there with fond, impassioned tongue 

A gentle maiden wooed : 
The perfumed air around her bore 

Love's incense on its wings, 
And dropt his first fond, fatal charm 

In youth's untroubled springs. 
Untroubled !— Aye, till then they lay 

In such serene repose, 
As brightens o'er some lovely lake 

When summer morning glows — 
When the rejoicing sunlight falls 

Upon its fine, clear breast, 
And every thing reflected there 

In loveliest hue is drest. 
Such the fair tablet, when he first 

Had traced Love's spelful name, 
While o'er her cheek's transparent rose 

His glowing answer came. 
She loved him- -aye, with all the warmth 

Of a young ardent mind : 
His image bound her bosom's core, 

With every fibre twined. 
This- earth held nothing that from him 

toufd lure her faithful heart— 
The first, last passion of her soul, 

With life alone to part. 
# . ' ■"#;." "•■> .*.■# 

He went— and his proud battle steed 

To victory bore him on ; 
And Glory, with her dazzling pomp, 

Around his pathway shone. 
The laurel bound thehero's brow ; 

And many a lofty name 
Was proud to link itself with his, 

The favourite of Fame. 
And noble beauty fondly dwells 

Upon the warrior's praise, 
And lures him with her brightest smile, 

And with her gentlest lays. 
Soft round his soul the syren's strains 

Their secret influence twine. 
Til! the heart that was another's right 

lie oners at her shrine. 
What wonder, then, he could not brook 

The quiet of that hour. 
His vow seemed whispered on each breeze, 

And written on each flower — 
5 Twas traced in every silver beam 

The moonlight round him threw, 
And on the lilly's taintless breast 

In tears of summer dew; — 
His early love— the first, the best— 

The purest, most refined, 
That ever wandering heart of man 

With hope's fond links entwined. 
Oh, 'twas too much i— he could not bear 

That calm, but deep rebuke, 
Which gentle nature round him wore 

In each remembered look. 
Oh, no—away he wildly rushed, 

With burning brain and brow: 
Worlds could not bribe him now to break 

His first, pure, sacred vow ! 

MaryMQ. 



GOOGANE BARRA, COUNTY OF CORK. 

The hermitage, or, as the word Goognne is rendered* 
by some etymologists, the trifle of-St. Barry, founder and 
tutelary saint of the Cathedral Church of Cork, lies con- 
cealed among the ridges of the great mountain chain which 
separates the County of Cork from. that of Kerry. It-»«ay 
be approached either from the City of Cork, by way pt 
Macroom and Inchegeela, from which last it is distant six 
miles nearly due west, or from Bantry, whence it is about 
ten miles distant in a northern direction. _ j 

Those who proceed to KUlarney through Cork will do 
well to take the former line of road, proceeding to Ban- 
try, whence it is easy to penetrate to the Lakes by Ken* 
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mare; on the other hand, tourists returning from Killarney 
to Cork should set out from Bantry : being thus, in either 
case, enabled to vary the route agreeably — to explore the 
magnificent pass ofLooIeah, or Glen of the Leaping Deer 
— the picturesque, yet unnoticed, Lake of Inchegeela — 
and, above all, the awe-inspiring scene now before us, of 
which ^ny illustration, either by the pencil or the pen, 



however faithful, spirited, and ample, WTOftt fail to produce 
an adequate impression. 

At a short distance from the Pass of the Leaping Deer, 
it is advisable to quit wheeled carriages, and to proceed 
on horseback or on foot along an indifferent bridle-road, 
which, after crossing one or two shallow streams, turns at 
a sharp angle. 




HERMITAGE OF ST. FINBAP. 



Suddenly and unexpectedly, the lake — dark, yet lus- 
trous as highly polished marble — its wooded islet, and its 
precipitous crags crowded together over its brink, burst 
upon the view in gloomy grandeur. Few there are who 
do not pause involuntarily on this spot to give silent tes- 
timony, by a total abstraction from all but the scene before 
them, of the intensity of feeling excited by the opening 
glance of the chosen solitude of Finbar. The verdure of 
the islet floating upon the glassy surface 6f the waters, and 
the dense foliage of the grove of broad-leaved ash trees 
hanging over it, contrast finely with the bare and craggy 
ramparts of the opposite shores, where the rocks present 
some resemblance, in their arrangement, to those that 
overhang the Lake of Thun, as seen from the Castle of 
Spiez, in Switzerland. 

On reaching the islet by a narrow causeway, the rude 
remains of ecclesiastical buildings lie scattered around. The 
most remarkable of them are vaulted cells, like binns, on 
a large scale ; their use has not been very clearly ascer- 
tained. Westward, upon the extreme left, is heard the 
enlivening roar of the Luvius or Lee, which rises from 
this lake, bearing with it an immense volume of water at 
its very source. On every side rise, or rather stand up, 
ridges of projecting rocks, inaccessible, on the south and 
west, to the foot even of a mountain goat, worn with con* 
tinual torrents, and bearing scarcely a lichen on their ste- 
rile sides. An intervening crag hides from view the pass 
through which entrance had been gained. A sense of 
desolation— the feeling of a total severance from man- 
land — of utter abandonment, now forces itself on the ima- 
gination. Escape seems impossible ; so that, as is quaintly 
observed by an old historian of Cork, «* if a person was 



carried into it blindfold, it would seem almost impossible* 
without the wings of an eagle, to get out, the mountain 
making round it, as it were, a wall of rocks some hundred 
yards high." The same writer observes, that " This lake 
is environed by a stupendous amphitheatre of lofty hills, 
composed of perpendicular bleached rocks, m some places 
boldly overhanging the basin. In the crevices of the 
rocks grow yews and evergreens. In fair weather there 
are several rills, that quietly glide down, with a murmur- 
ing noise, into the lake ; but, after heavy rains, the whole 
enclosure becomes a perfect chaos : the water, from the 
top of the mountain, tumbling all around in cataracts, 
with a roaring noise like thunder, which makes a most 
awful and majestic scene." 

The nursery tale of the Well of the World's End is 
recalled to the mind by a visit to this place as vividly as 
when its recital first amused our childish fancy. The 
lonely anchorite's last refuge from the vanities of busy 
life is attained. Standing within the circlet of waters, 
round whose verge solitude and gloom hold undisturbed 
dominion, he feels as if he had reached the utmost limits 
habitable by man — the extreme point of animal and vege- 
table existence. 

To the lonely angler we are most probably indebted for 
the revival of a knowledge of this grand and majestic 
recess, the object formerly of veneration to the admirer 
of austere sanctity, and now of admiration to the eye of 
taste. The Lee is one of the first salmon and trout 
streams in Ireland ; and with moderate skill, may be 
fished successfully from Googane to the suburbs of Cork. 
In the lake, which is plentifully stocked, trout of several 
species are to be found. 



